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Fever 


Stone lay in his bed with three heavy blankets pulled up to his chin. Littered around him were wadded-up 
tissues and empty tea cups. He shivered and sighed, which set off a coughing fit and then four snotty sneezes 
in a row. He reached for another tissue and realized the box was empty. "Mom!" he called as loudly as his weak 
body and congested head would allow. 


He suggested she give him a bell to ring. Mrs. Gossard promptly swatted him. Clearly, she did not understand 
that Stone was at death's door. 


He tried again. "Mom!" 

Finally, he heard footsteps on the stairs. As his bedroom door started to open, he didn't even wait for her to 
come in. "Mom, | need more tissues and maybe more tea and those blueberry muffins you -" Stone stopped 
when he saw that it wasn't his mother at all. 


"Hey! Heard you were sick." Jerry smiled widely as he entered the room, carrying a tray. 


"What do you want?" Stone grumbled, partially due to feeling embarrassed that Jerry caught him being whiny. 


The blonde brought the tray over and set it down on his lap as he perched on the edge of the bed. "I heard 
Andy say they had to cancel a show tonight ‘cause you were sick Thought I'd stop by and see how you're 
doing. You look like shit." 

Stone slowly sat up, pushing himself back, against the pillows. "Thanks. | feel like shit" He reached for the fresh 
box of tissues on the tray and blew his nose, glaring at Jerry while the blonde shoved a chocolate chip cookie 
in his mouth. 

"Mmm, good cookies." He was about to pick up the cup of tea when Stone took it. 

"| believe those are for the patient." 

Jerry rolled his eyes. "Quit being a baby. Its a head cold. Suck it up." 


"How'd you convince my mother to let you come up here, anyway?" 


"Convince?" Jerry laughed "She was more than happy to let me up here as long as it meant you'd give her a 


moment of peace." 


Stone snorted. "Whatever." He hated that smug grin on Jerry's face. Hated that his friend was there, telling 


him that he was a pain in his mother's ass. 


While he sulked and sipped his hot tea, Jerry stood and dragged the desk chair over to the bed and set the 
tray down. Jerry climbed over Stone and settled on the bed between him and the wall. 


"What are you doing?" 
"Keeping you company. 
"Maybe | don't want your company." 


The blonde grinned as he propped his head up on his elbow. "You've never complained before." He found Stone's 


thigh under the heap of blankets and started rubbing his hand up and down it 

Stone made a face and pushed Jerry's hand away. "tm sick and you want to get laid?" 
"Hmm." Jerry pretended to think "Yes." 

"Go home, Jerry’ 


"| came to take care of youl" 


"You came to get off" 

"Get you off, too. You know what they say. You got to sweat it out" 

"Please don't act like you're doing me a favor." 

"I'm not. But | am going to take care of you." 

Stone opened his mouth to protest some more. 

| mean," Jerry quickly added. "Besides that." 

"You'll get sick, too." 

"No, | won't. I'll be fine." Jerry reached over and cupped Stone's cheek. "Face it, Gossard. You're stuck with me." 
"Lucky me," Stone murmured as he snuggled down, into Jerry's chest. 

I'm offended" Jerry pouted as he brought his arm around Stone and began to stroke his hair. 

Jerry quite surprised Stone. About a month ago, they hooked up one drunken night. Since then, they slept 
together a couple more times. There was an unspoken understanding between them. Basically, whenever Jerry 
felt like it, he sought Stone out and they fucked. Stone found Jerry to be a generous lover, tender and 
attentive. But Jerry could turn on a dime and be aggressive and unrelenting. Stone enjoyed both sides of his 
friend. So maybe this caring side of Jerry wasn't so surprising after all 

As the blonde pressed his cheek to Stone's forehead, he murmured, "You're warm. Running a fever?" 

He closed his eyes and mumbled, "A little." 


"Okay. After you nap, we'll get you into a cool shower." 


Stone could already tell he was about to drift off, but before he did, he sighed lazily, "You just wanna get me 
naked" The last thing that registered to Stone before he passed out were Jerry's soft lips on his forehead. 


Something was tickling his cheek. Stone wrinkled his nose and turned his head slightly, pushing his face into the 


warm, soft pillow. Someone was calling his name. Stone grumbled, "Go away.” 
"Stoney." 
"No." 


"Stoney, wake up." 


As soon as he lifted his head, Stone launched into a coughing fit, eyes wide in surprise when he realized he'd 


been sleeping on top of Jerry and his mother stood over them. 


"Sweetheart, | have to go out but | made you soup and Jerry has agreed to stay with you," Mrs. Gossard 
smiled at Jerry. 


The blonde gave her his own Eddie Haskell-like grin in return. 


"Great," Stone groaned. He knew what the shared look between his mother and Jerry meant but Stone couldn't 


muster up the energy to care. "When will you be back?" 
"A couple hours." 
"A couple hours? Mom." Stone frowned. 


"You'll be fine, dear." She gave her son a quick kiss and turned to the door. "Jerry, make sure he eats all his 


soup." 

"Yes, ma'am." Jerry wore his sugary-sweet, saved-for-adults grin. 

"And if you're hungry, dear, help yourself to anything." 

"I fully intend to, ma'am." 

Stone quickly elbowed him. After his mother left, Stone glared at Jerry. "You're a jerk" 
"What?" Jerry chuckled, 

"She meant food. In the kitchen" 

"So did |." 


"Liar." Stone sat up and reached for the bowl of soup which sat on the tray. He had to pause as he sneezed 
and accidentally blew snot into his hands. "Fuck." 


He used the less snotty of his hands to scramble from the bed, trying not to touch anything with his other, 
snotty hand. Stone revealed to Jerry that he wore nothing but his boxer shorts as he crossed his bedroom to 
the attached bathroom. He frowned at Jerry's snickering before he closed the door and turned the lock. 


"You don't have to lock the door, Stone. Jesus." Jerry called. 


When he opened the door, Stone found Jerry sitting up, holding the soup bowl and carefully tasting the soup 


off the end of the spoon. "God, you're annoying," he mumbled as he climbed back in bed. 

"Annoying?" Jerry returned the spoon to the bowl and held it out for Stone. "Or do you need me to feed you?" 
He took the bowl. "I'm quite capable." 

"You get grumpy when you're sick. Grumpier." 

Stone shot Jerry a glare. 

"Well, you do. But | can make you feel better." 

"And how do you think you can do that?" Stone took a sip of the soup. 

The blonde's hand slipped across Stone's bare stomach. "Let's take a shower." 

"Do you ever think about anything else?" 

"Not since the night we first hooked up." 

Stone scoffed, 

‘Im serious." Jerry gently nuzzled his neck. "I can't stop thinking about you." 

Stone turned and set the bowl down on the tray. He shifted and looked at Jerry. "You mean that?" 

Jerry nodded. "Can't get you off my mind, Stoney." 

He melted as he touched Jerry's cheek "And you don't care if you get sick?" 

"Won't get sick 

"You might." 

The blonde shook his head. "Don't care." 

He smiled and drew Jerry closer. "I'll tell you a secret," he whispered. "I can't get you off my mind, either." 


Jerry grinned and kissed Stone. "Good to know." He kissed him again, purring softly as he ran his fingers 
through Stone's hair. 


"We have a couple hours." 


"Yes, we do." 
"Take your clothes off," Stone told Jerry as he wriggled out of his shorts. 


‘Oh, my god. This fucking body." Jerry momentarily ignored Stone's last command. He rolled onto his back and 
pulled Stone on top of him. With his hands on Stone's hips, he urged the other man to rock and grind against 


him. 


With a deep groan, Stone planted a hand on the bed and lifted up a little. He slid one knee to the side of Jerry's 
hip and rubbed himself against the rough denim of the blonde's jeans. "Fuck," Stone sighed before abruptly 
coughing. He hurried to slide off of Jerry, giving him a look of apology as he covered his mouth. After he blew 
his nose, he turned back to Jerry, who was adjusting himself. "Sorry." 


"IFs okay, Stoney." Jerry smiled. "Got an idea. Hang on" He climbed around Stone and got out of the bed. Jerry 
stripped naked and held out his hand. "Let's take that shower." 


With a bit of a weary look, Stone gave Jerry his hand and stood up. "You don't have to do this. You should go. | 


can call you when | feel better.” 

‘lm not going anywhere until you do feel better.” 

"l'm gonna cough on you again. Or worse." 

"Don't care." Jerry smiled. To prove his point, he kissed Stone. "Now, into the shower." 


The water was cool against Stone's flushed skin, only made worse by the gorgeous, naked blonde in the shower 


with him. It made him shiver and Stone clung to the blonde. "W-w-why's it so cold?" 


"Need to break that fever, baby," Jerry murmured as he ran his hands up and down Stone's back. "Turn 


around here." He guided Stone back under the cool water. 


Jerry slid his hands over Stone's chest while he stood behind him. Stone sighed, coughing a little, as he rested 
his head back on Jerry's shoulder. The blonde kissed his temple while his right hand slipped down to Stone's 


cock 

"Told you I'd make you feel better" 

"Fuck, Jerry.” 

"We'll save that for later" Jerry nipped and nibbled Stone's neck while he stroked his cock He whispered in his 
ear, "Want to make you come, baby. Like that? Does it feel good?" He teased Stone by pulling him back against 


himself and rubbing his dick against Stone's ass. "The second you feel better, I'm gonna bury my cock in that 


sweet pussy.” 


Stone turned his head, reaching back for a handful of Jerry's hair to pull him into a hungry kiss. 


Jerry jerked him off faster, squeezing his fingers around his cock. He kept his other arm around Stone's chest, 
keeping the sick man against him, bearing his weight when Stone helplessly leaned back. "Come for me, Stoney.” 


"Fuck. Oh, god, Jer." 

"Close, aren't you?" 

"Yes! Jesus, yes!" Stone shuddered, reaching one hand out to the tiled wall. "Fuck! Yes!" He screamed as he 
bucked into Jerry's hand, spurting come onto the floor of the tub. Three times, he thrust forward, his seed 
mixing with the water and washing down the drain. "God," Stone sighed as he went leaned heavily into Jerry 
again. 

"You are so fucking hot," Jerry murmured in his ear. 

"When | feel better, I'm doing that to you." 


"I'd love that." 


Jerry turned the water off and dried Stone's body with a fluffy, warm Towel before he dressed him in clean 
shorts and pajamas. He tucked his patient back in bed and kissed his forehead. "You feel a little cooler now." 


"Good," Stone whispered as he closed his eyes and rolled onto his side. "I love you." 


The blonde's lips curled into a grin as he pulled the blankets up, over Stone's shoulder. "I know." 


